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‘‘Apostrophe to the Winds, 
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‘Preathe soft ye winds, be silent and at rest, 
As when of ald by the Creator's will, 
‘The troubled sea grow calm—at His behest, 
‘When the great Teacher said ‘peace winds be still,? 


We love the gentle murmur of the breeze, 
That cools the feveped brow, where only cara 
Its nightly vigils keep, and beds of ease 
Grown comfortless, sgoth!d, softn'd are, 


Whether from land or sea, in freshness comes 
With dewy odors, comes at even tide, 
'To cheer the toilworn, greet the humble homes, 
The summer cyening winds that softly glide, 


Ye winds that o'er the waste of waters sweep, 
Where oceans billows sternly brave thy power, 
But not alone, nor on the mighty deep 
Yu the dire influence felt, the dark clouds lower, ( 


Urged by the fry of the winds unrest, 
Darkness anon, tho sky has over cast, 
Comes uninyited, like the unweleome gueat, 
‘Phe dread tornado’s desolating blast, 


As comes the calm, the netraspect of Youth, 
Ofage mature, that dissipates the gloom, 
Bo ours th’ unrufled tide, our light the truth, 
Aad zephyrs gentle breathing o'er our tomb, 
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